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She writhed, compelled with pain,
Crying with a ghastly shriek: "Demon of the air!"

Then he smote her with his wand, and "her
blue eyes grew white as dazzling leprosy" and
her form hideous and dragon-winged, and he
sang over her a doom of ceaseless wander-
ing, "an outlaw of the air."

This brings us near the end of the second
canto, or, as Dr. Todhunter calls it, "second
duan." The remaining duans describe the
troubles of the swans. The poem to the end
of the fourth tells how they live three hundred
years on Derryvarragh Lough, comforting
their kin with sweet song, Bov Derg and Lir
living near them all the while, for those divine
races lived for hundreds of years; how they
left Derryvarragh when their time came, and
flew to Sruth-na-Moyle; how they dwelt on a
rock among the seals:

There dwelt they, with the seals, the human-hearted

seals,
That loved the Swans, and far followed with sad soft

Doglike, in sleek brown troops, their singing, o'er the

sea;
So for their music yearned the nations of the seals;

how they visited Manannan, the magician, on
his island: